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	1. The Arena

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock sat in the dead silence of the night in a lush forest, fingering the sword in the makeshift sheath he had made. The sword was a rather good sword, well balance and light. But then again, it should have been, as it came from the Cornucopia. He didn't know how he had managed to snag it, as it had been right in the middle of the giant golden structure. Sheer dumb luck, he supposed. The dead tributes had already been shown and the anthem played for the night, and he felt a twinge of sadness to see that Heather, the female tribute for his district, had died in the blood bath.

So now, as stars twinkled and the moon shined, he watched thick, heavy black smoke rise from a roaring campfire. He was fairly certain it was the Careers. No tribute was stupid enough to make that big of a fire.

9 hours he had been in this god for saken arena.

9 hours of running, of hiding, of wishing and praying that he would make it out alive.

9 hours and he had already become everyone's target and the sponsor's favorite.

Hiccup wasn't strong. He wasn't brawny like most people were from his district. He was tall and lanky, and could hardly swing and ax. That much was obvious. The only weapon he had ever been able to handle was a bow. It wasn't normally a very deadly weapon, but it was light and something that wasn't so hard to use. So when Hiccup had picked up that sword in training, he was just as surprised as everyone else with how graceful he had handled it, and how easily swinging and slashing the metal had come to him.

Those who hadn't watched him had found out during the blood bath.

He was also smart. He knew how to survive in the wild, and was a natural mechanic. He could make anything from anything, as he had already demonstrated to the spectators an hour into the games. He also knew battle tactics and how the wild works, and that knowledge combined could give some one a deadly advantage.

But the one thing he could do, that no one even knew about, was perhaps the one thing that could help him win this game.

He could train dragons.

_"Hiccup, I know you'll make it out of this." Astrid squeezed Hiccup's shoulders, trying to be confident, for him. His name had just been called, and Astrid, his best friend since birth, was the first one to reach him. And even with her confidence, Hiccup could still see the fear shining in her eyes. And he was sure that it was reflecting in his own._

_"Astrid, I can't-"_

_"You can train dragon's Hic!" Astrid cut him off, and Hiccup was briefly reminded of the beasts the capital had released into the wild after declaring them failures._

_Everyone knew that they were going to be in the next games. Why else would they make them? _

_"That's not going to make much of a difference Astrid." Hiccup said quietly. "I'm sure I'll be killed before I can even run into one." _

_Astrid wavered. Hiccup wasn't strong, and if he didn't do some serious training, he would be right. She then quickly shook her head, trying to rid the thoughts from her mind. She had to stay strong. For Hiccup. _

There had been dragons in the wooded arena, just like Astrid said. Hiccup had caught a glimpse of a Deadly Nadder, squawking and flapping its lavender and gold wings as it bounded through the forest. He had been running away from the slaughtering and blood, heart beating fast and terror pounded through his veins. But seeing that dragon had given him hope.

Because Astrid had been right. If he could train a dragon, he would be able to make it through this.

_Hiccup watched from the corner of his forest green eyes at the knot tying station as the male tributes from district 1 and 4 engaged in a sword fight. _

_While he could already tie knots, he had deiced to stay low after the whole sword incident. _

_The auburn haired teen could already tell that 1 had no hope of beating 4. His movements were much more fluid and 1 and made with such ease. The sword in his hand was just an extension of his arm, and as he pared and blocked, soon enough 1 was thrown onto the matted floor as the sword flew out of his hand. _

_ Hiccup, worried he might be caught staring, turned back to his finished knot. And when he turned away, the tribute from 4 looked over at him, sapphire blue eyes sparkling with interest. _

The Careers campfire had started to burn down. Hiccup was fairly sure they would come back, because he had learned from watching past games that when the Careers made the first fire, it was where they would make camp. Hiccup watched the receding smoke for a little while longer before moving on, the sound of crickets and the soft growls of dragons as they slept filling the quite night.

To him, it was a strangely comforting sound.

_"A score of 11!" Caesar looked at Hiccup in shock and admiration as the 15 year old sank into the rather stiff chair. He grimaced slightly, and then placed his arm on the arm of the chair, resting his cheek in his palm. Mind as well be kinda comfortable, right? "Mind telling us what you did to get the highest score?" _

_"Yeah, I kinda do." Hiccup mumbled. He was in no mood to be friendly to the over energetic man, and he certainly didn't want to tell all of Panem that he could shoot an arrow and swing a sword, as he had spent the last few weeks working on these skills. _

_All he really wanted to do was to get out of the bright green suit. _

_Caesar let a laugh escape, as did the rest of the audience, as if they were passing it off as a joke. "Being secretive, are we? Don't want to share you secret to winning the games?"_

_Hiccup shot him a dry look. "Do I look like I'm going to win?" _

_"Confident, aren't we!" Caesar laughed again, while baring that stupid grin he always wore. Hiccup let a silent sigh escape. He supposed the man was acting like this because he wasn't used to people like Hiccup in his interviews. _

_"So tell me, coming from district 7, what's your favorite thing about the Capital?" Caesar had stopped laughing, and was looking Hiccup dead on. "It must be very different for you." _

_Hiccup decided to answer the question fully, just to get some fun out of it. "Nothing. There's too many people, I never get anytime to myself, your sense of fashion is rather stupid, I can't talk to Astrid and you all can't wait till I die a horrible bloody death." _

_Caesar blinked at him then let a nervous laugh escape. "So then, is Astrid your _special _girl?"_

_Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Friend, and no," Hiccup continued when Caesar opened his mouth again. "I don't have a girlfriend." _

_"So then, you're the Capital's favorite." Caesar tried again. "Any reason why that would be?" _

_"I don't know." _

Hiccup grabbed onto a branch as he hoisted himself farther up the tree, pushing leaves out of his was and making sure his backpack didn't get caught in the branches and the sword on his hip didn't fall to the ground. He couldn't sleep, couldn't think, and it was quite possible the most infuriating thing, so he chose to climb. If he couldn't fall asleep, he at least would want a sense of being back home.

His hand slipped as a pain filled roar filled the night air, startling Hiccup and a few birds that were nestled in the tree. He managed to catch himself before he fell, and he quickly pushed the leave aside so he could see. He just barley caught a glimpse of something big crashing through the trees.

_Hiccup stared in mild hatred at the outfit his stylist had handed him to wear for the showing of the tributes. It 's not that it looked bad; in fact it looked pretty good. A tight fitting green shirt that, when it moved, looked a lot like leaves in a tree, brown pants, brown boots, and a strange, yet whimsical looking head dress._

_He just didn't want to be shown off like some jewel to be bid on. _

_"Are ya' going to change or not?" Gobber, Hiccup's mentor was walking up to him. The female tribute fro his district, Heather, was wearing a similar outfit to his and was walking with Gobber. Hiccup knew her, and they had hung out on occasion. They weren't exactly friends though. _

_"Well, I have to don't I?" Hiccup growled. Gobber's eyes softened with a sad look. Hiccup may have not had the best life back home, but he had a friend who would be there for him through thick and thin, and a father who loved him to no end. Gobber knew that, as he was a best friend with his fathers and an uncle to the boy. It was hard for Hiccup to walk away from all of that with a 1 in 24 chance to come back. _

_"It's going to be okay." Gobber placed a hand on his shoulder, giving a small sense of comfort to the teen. _

Hiccup had finally settled himself on a branch. He had flung his backpack in a hole not to far from his head, and he was sitting with his legs dangling with his sword now strapped to his back.

He wasn't worried about being attacked tonight. Everyone would be tired from the blood bath, and even if someone was looking to kill, no one could see him up in the tree, and even if they did he highly doubted anyone could get as high up in a tree as he can. Hiccup was fairly sure no one was as light as he was.

So when he heard the sound of brush and twigs being trampled and snapped, underneath him, he calmly looked down, not really surprised to find the Career pack under his tree.

He didn't know the male tribute for 2 by name, but he was tall and thin, with black hair, yellow eyes and paper white skin. He was a generally unpleasant looking guy, and Hiccup didn't really want to know his name. The female was short, with long blond hair, and a face too pretty for her own good.

The male tribute for 1 was Dagur, and Hiccup couldn't help but flinch as he laughed loudly. Dagur was the mayor's child, and he would often visit district 7, as his father was a good friend with Hiccups. The two did not have very pleasant memories. The female was clinging to Dagur, and she had short red hair with bounced with every step.

The female tribute for 4 was leading the group, and she was tall and muscular, with shoulder length blond hair. Hiccup knew she wasn't someone to mess with; and he really didn't plan to. He may be a good sword fighter, but he didn't think he was that good.

The male tribute wasn't there.

"Did you see how I took that dragon down?" Dagur boasted, laughing that stupid, and creepy, laugh of his as he threw his head back. "Just one shot, and bam! Down she goes!"

_Dragon?_ Hiccup leaned forwarded ever so slightly. If Dagur wasn't lying, then…

Female for 1 giggled a rather high pitch and annoying. "It was so cool!"

The male tribute for 2 rolled his eyes.

"Can you please just shut up?" Female for 4 snapped as she turned turned around. "Stop boasting and focus! We've got to find that Hiccup kid and Jack."

At this Hiccup shrunk back.

So they were looking for him.

He blocked out any more conservation coming from the teens below him. He assumed Jack was from 4, and he wondered why he wasn't with them. He had seen him fight before, and he knew this 'Jack' could take every one of them down if he wanted, and he would be better protected until he wished to loose them and stay with his fellow tribute, and this year was the second Quarter Qell, and the rule was that you form a lasting alliance with one person and one person only, and if they were still alive at the end you're your both won.

Why they were looking for Hiccup wasn't that hard to figure out. They either wanted him dead or on their team. Either way he would end up dead, because there was no way he was joining.

He didn't want to make this any harder on himself by forming an alliance with more than one person.

Then Hiccup's mind shifted to the dragon. If its Dagur were talking about, the dragon would probably be dead…but, judging from the noise of the dragon crashing into the trees, it sounded more like he shot it out of the sky, and if that's so, the most he could have done was wound it. Even if the wound was serious, it wouldn't die till the wound became infected, or it lost too much blood.

"What if…?" Hiccup whispered, climbing up a few more branches till he was at the top of the tree.

It wasn't hard to spot the crash site, as trees were fallen and broken and deep grooves were in the ground from where the dragon skidded. It wasn't that far from where he was either, and it didn't take him long to decided he would go and fix what ever damage had been done.

He knew that by doing this he would just burden himself, but he also wanted to be able to save at least one thing from this arena.

**A/N:**
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	2. The Dragon

**CHAPTER 2**

It was at the crack of dawn when Hiccup awoke and left the safety of the tree. He silently make his way through the woods, listing to the bird songs and dragons snores through the trees, snapping his head at every little sound. It was just after dawn when he made it to the dragon crash site.

It was much worse than what Hiccup had first seen. Trees had fallen in every direction, splintered wood littered the worn path, and there was a deep trench in the dirt where the dragon had skidded as he hit the ground. And as Hiccup walked farther he could see the occasional midnight black scale plastered to a rock or tree, adorned with just a touch of green blood. He couldn't help but feel a little nauseous as he continued, and he screeched to a halt when he saw a patch of transparent black leathery skin hanging from one of the broken branches.

"Oh Odin…" Hiccup made his way through the rocks and dirt, carefully picked it off the branch. It felt dry and warm in his hand, and as he turned it over he couldn't help but pale at what he saw. Dark patches of blood littered the torn edge of the skin, and a ragged hole was torn in the middle. Hiccup couldn't help the bile that rose in the back of his throat. He had always loved dragons, as his mother would always tell him stories when he was a child, even before the capital made them real, and seeing the torn tail fin of one…

Hiccup swallowed, then, dropping the skin, took off running.

He was sure the cameras would be on him soon if they weren't already. The whole nation would want to know what he was running too, and when they found out what it was, they would want to know why. So, even though he was slipping and sliding and scraping and bruising his skin he held his head high. Because gods be damned if he wasn't going to try to save the creature that he had loved since birth.

Hiccup felt his heart stop when he reached a sudden drop off. He stopped as quickly as he could, flinging his arm into a tree to stop his moving body from pitching it's self down the 15 foot drop off. Loose dirt and rock fell to the bottom as his foot slid of the edge, landing in the pond in the center of the small clearing with a soft 'plunk'. Hiccup took a deep breath as he slid his foot back onto solid grown. He took a few more deep breaths, and once he was relatively calm, he looked down.

A small black dragon was lying at the bottom in a patch of wild flowers, tangled up in bola to the point he was immobile. Long gashes littered his body, green blood oozing out and dripping onto the flowers with a quite hiss. Its eyes were closed and it was breathing deeply and letting out soft moans, and when Hiccup saw the missing tail fin he had to bit his lip to keep from screaming.

He recognized the dragon instantly. The Night Fury. Very few of its kind had been made, and for good reason. It was a dangerous and deadly beast. It held no fear, never hesitated in battle and wouldn't think twice about ripping you to shreds. Whenever it used it's fire it never once missed, and no one, not even the capitals finest soldiers, had been able to kill it. Take it down, yes, but never kill.

But, despite that, Hiccup still went down.

_"Hiccup Haddock!" _

_Every head turned towards him as the peppy woman on the stage called his name in an even peppier way. A few looked sad for him as he slowly walked up to the stage with shaky steps. Others held pity in their eyes as he passed, and some even had the guts to look happy. Hiccup tried to pay them no mind as he walked onto the stage. He tried to ignore them when he got on the train. _

_He tried to stay emotionless as the trainers talked to him and gave him tips, tried to keep his face blank as they watched the re-runs of the other tributes. _

_When everyone had gone to bed late at night and the moon was the only thing watching Hiccup, did he finally break down. He hugged the pillow close to his shaking body as silent tears ran down his cheeks. He could taste the saltiness of them as he ran his tongue along his lips._

_And for the whole night, Hiccup just cried. _

Hiccup furiously cut at the ropes bounding the dragon with a knife that had been in his backpack. He was looking around franticly at every little sound, and then looking back at the dragon every time the rope snapped.

The dragon's eyes had snapped open when Hiccup started, and was now watching him intently.

When the last rope came away with a final snap, the dragon unfurled its wings and launched its self at Hiccup. It had happened so fast that he hadn't had time to doge, and the dragons paws pushed him back, causing his head hit the back of a rock with a loud crack. He let out a yelp of pain, which was quickly turned into a gasp as the dragon moved its paw to his neck, flexing its claws and forest green eyes narrowed.

Hiccup was positive the cameras were on him now. All of Panam would be at the edge of their seats, the Capital thinking bitterly that this was the end of their favorite tribute, the game makers hoping for a gory death. And he was sure they was going to get it.

But Hiccup held his gaze with the dragon. His own eyes were wide with fear, and as the two gazed at each other Hiccup couldn't help but notice how alike they were. And then the dragon's eyes slowly widened, and then he backed away. It went to the edge of the pond, then sat back on its haunches and stared, its eyes now full and wide.

It was looking at him with surprise, like it had seen what Hiccup had seen.

Hiccup could hear Panam gasp and shriek as he slowly pushed himself off the rock, holding out his hand for the dragon to sniff as he slowly approached it once more. The dragon itself slowly slinked forwarded, and when there were at a standstill, it cautiously sniffed his hand before bounding off to the other side of the cove.

_He walked back into the training room, alone. It would be the last time he was here, and Hiccup couldn't be happier. _

_The game makers nodded to him as he slowly walked to the archery station, their eyes following his every move. _

_So they wanted to watch him. Lovely. _

_He would have gone to the swords, but Gobber wanted him to wait till he reached the arena. People already knew he was good with the bow, and he had refined his skills enough that he could get by just on that. He chose the bow he picked up the first time he came, and pulled the string. It was a little tight, but after a few pulls, it loosened up just enough. He then grabbed a quiver of arrows, and with the bow loaded, started blankly at the target area. _

_He shrugged, and then began to shoot._

_He didn't really care what he was shooting at, as long as he hit what he had been aiming for. And when he finished, arrows were sticking out from the most randomness of places, all the way from the ceiling down to the floor. _

_Hiccup then turned to the game makers, who were staring at him, shocked. _

_"Can I go now?" He asked, placing the bow back on the rack and dropping the now empty quiver. Shooting had been nice, but he wished he could have messed around with the sword. He had actually come to love swinging it around. One of the game makers nodded, and without a second thought, Hiccup walked out._

Time seemed to pass quickly now. Hiccup had made a makeshift fishing rod and had been feeding most of what he caught to the dragon. It had eagerly gobbled them up, and at one point, once he had backed Hiccup up against a rock again, regurgitated half of it for Hiccup to eat. He took one bite, swallowed, and then threw up when the dragon bounded away.

He deiced to name him Toothless,

He had found out about the retractable teeth when he had had fed him a fish for the first time (he had just been throwing them over to the dragon before), and when Toothless opened his mouth to take them fish, there had been no teeth (this was also when the regurgitated fish happened). He also had the goofiest toothless grins.

Toothless was sitting beside him, watching Hiccup as he sketched in the sand. Hiccup had always loved to draw, and it was something he did when he was under stress or just needed to calm down. Toothless was moving his head with every stroke Hiccup did with the stick, and then he then slithered away. Hiccup looked up when he heard a loud snap, blinking when Toothless came back with a small sapling, then he too started to drag it around in the sand.

Hiccup watched in shock and awe, as the Night Fury did his own form of art, and when Toothless finished, he nodded his head and then looked at Hiccup, as if asking for approval.

At this point Hiccup had stood from the rock he had been sitting on. He went to walk over to Toothless, and the dragon growled as he step on one of the lines. Hiccup drew back suddenly, his mouth drawn in a tight line. Toothless went back to humming.

Hiccup blinked, and then stepped on the line a few more times, and every time his did, Toothless growled at him. When Hiccup stepped over the line, Toothless continued humming, and for the first time in 2 weeks, Hiccup let the first real smile cross his lips.

As he started a strange dance over the lines, he was sure the cameras were back on him. The game makers were probably still hoping that the dragon would jump him, and when Hiccup bumped into said dragon's chest, he was pretty sure they would get their wish.

He turned around slowly, and Toothless blinked once at him, cocking his head ever so slightly.

Hiccup, feeling slightly brave, slowly held out his hand. The dragon growled, and Hiccup quickly drew his hand back, blinking when he stopped. Their eyes met, and they stared at each other for the longest time. And then Hiccup took a deep breath and looked down, extending his arm ever so slowly. He held his breath, and when a smooth, warm muzzled hesitantly pressed into his palm he flinched, and then slowly looked up.

Toothless hummed and pulled away, nodding at Hiccup as he locked eyes with him again, and then both dragon and human froze as a high pitched scream rang out.

A string of please followed, but they were quickly drowned out by a cold and cruel laugh. Hiccup and Toothless dashed towards the cave hidden in the cove where he had stashed his things earlier, and then listed in utter fear and horror as the owner of the laugh joyfully murdered their victim.

A sickening squelch was herd as the body was pushed into the cove, followed by the loud bang of the cannon.

It grew deathly silent, and Toothless and Hiccup pushed themselves father back into the cave as a hovercraft materialized in a sudden burst of noise, lowering its claw to collect the body.

_Hiccup didn't know how he had reached the wepon._

_But now he was holding it, and a tribute that Hiccup didn't bother to get to know was charging at him, a look of pure venom on his face. _

_Hiccup could run. He had the weapon he needed, and he had even managed to snag a backpack. But if he ran, the tribute would go after him, and Hiccup knew he couldn't out run him forever. He may be fast, but he wasn't that fast._

_He was so, so close now, right to the point were he could see the scowl on his torn face. So Hiccup did the only thing that seemed logical to him. He waited until he was in striking distance and then swung the sword that was balanced perfectly in his hands in a graceful arch. _

_The world went silent as he stuck his target. _

_Hiccup was breathing hard, and every tribute who wasn't dead was staring at him, their mouths open with shock and eyes wide with something he could only describe as fear. He himself looked around the arena, and then grabbed the backpack he had dropped and took off into the woods. _

It was mid afternoon by now, and Hiccup had laid a claimed the cave/cove. He had laid down the sleeping bag in the back of the cave that was in the backpack, and had started a small fire in the cave to provide some light and warmth.

Now he was inspecting the damage to Toothless' tail, as it was the only thing he could do to get him mind off the body that had fallen only a few hours before.

The left tail fin had been ripped clean off. The scales were already starting to scab where the membrane had once been, but even then there was no way it would grow back, and without it, Toothless couldn't fly.

Toothless let out a small roar as Hiccup looked back up, his forest green eyes full of sadness at the loss of his flight.

"I'll find a way to fix this." Hiccup promised, running his hand over the dragon's warm neck. Toothless nodded, glancing at Hiccup as he pulled his backpack close and started rummaging around, trying to find something to use.

There was a pack of dried fruit and meat strips, a bottle with water in it, a extra coat, some other items he probably would never use, and-

Hiccup blinked as he pulled out a large patch of leather. Toothless sniffed it curiously, and then looked at Hiccup his lips pulling back into a grin as Hiccup grinned with him. He supposed the Game Makers had to throw some useless things in the backpacks, but right now, that leather was the most important thing there.

"Well bud, I think I'm going to have to make a quick trip to the Cornucopia."

oOo

Toothless had refused to stay behind when Hiccup went to leave. It didn't matter how many fish the teen threw into the cave, the dragon simply refused.

And Hiccup found it oddly comforting.

Finally he allowed Toothless to come. He wasn't that worried about anyone finding the cove, and even if they did, they wouldn't stay. It was too secluded, and you could get trapped easily. Hiccup supposed that's the exact reason he chose it. Because nobody else would.

He still took the now empty backpack (as he had placed everything under the sleeping bag), to help carry some on the things he was hoping to retrieve.

Toothless had difficulty climbing out of the cove, what with his missing tail fin, but when they made it out the dragon gestured to his back, as if saying _hop on._

Hiccup had no trouble staying on Toothless as he bounded through the forest. In fact he found it oddly…free. But it _was _uncomfortable with the black scales rubbing against his legs, and the auburn haired teen decide that if he had enough leather left over, he would try to make a saddle.

When the duo reached the Cornucopia, Hiccup stared at in awe.

"Their either really confident or really stupid." He mumbled to himself as he climbed off Toothless.

No one had made camp next to the giant gold structure. All the food had been cleaned out, as well as the deadly weapons. That was no surprise, really. Hiccup had come to in fact expect it. But a few of the smaller swords were scattered about, along with dull spears and knifes. Hiccup could spot a axe and large coil of wire in the back (why anyone would leave that, he didn't know), and-

"Shields!" Hiccup breathed.

They were what Hiccup was used to. Wood and metal. And Hiccup knew that the metal could be put to very good use for what he had in mind.

Hiccup and Toothless crept silently down to the Cornucopia. As soon as they reached it, Hiccup grabbed a shield, and double checking to see if it had what he needed, flung it across his back. He then moved to inspect the coil of wire. It was larger than he had first thought, and he knew he could get a large amount of metal from it, so he threw it in the backpack. Hiccup could get 2 to 3 rod's from the swords, so he chose 2 and placed them in his belt. He then threw a few more knives into the bag, then hopped back onto Toothless, and just like that, they were gone.

oOo

Afternoon had slowly turned to dusk, and Hiccup had wasted no time in getting to work on Toothless' tail fin. As he worked, the cannon went off 2 more times, bringing the total of tributes still alive to 12. Hiccup had jumped every time.

When Hiccup had all the metal rods forged and cooling in the pond (it had been rather difficult, as he didn't have to proper tools) the anthem began to play. The girl he had seen die earlier had been from district 3, and both tributes from district 12 had died. Then the anthem ended as the last face faded out.

Hiccup sighed, and then looked back at Toothless, who was curled up in the cave asleep. He let a small smile cross his lips, and then snapped his head to the right as the sound of a twig snapping rang around the cove.

He slowly grabbed the swords still strapped to his back, pulling it out with a quite hiss as a figure slowly emerged from the foliage.

"Don't swing! Please!" Hiccup's eyes widened and his arm went limp as a teen stepped out from the brush, his hands held up in surrender, sapphire blue eyes wide.

"…Jack?"

**A/N:**
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	3. The Tribute

Hiccup slowly lowered his sword, letting the sharp tip sink into the soft earth.

Jackson Overland, the male tribute for district four. He preferred to be called Jack, and more often than not he was referred to as Jack Frost because of his snow-white hair and sapphire blue eyes. He was the heart throb of the Panam, and Hiccup remembered the shock that ran through the crowd when Jack, all dressed up, had told Creaser that he didn't have a girlfriend back home, and he never planned to have one.

Now he looked a little worse for wear, nothing at all like the teen the nation first saw. His hair was tangled and messy, mud splashed his pants and jacket, cuts and scratches littered his pale arms and neck, and a deep gash ran across his cheek, still dripping blood. He had a sword and quiver full of arrows strapped to his hip and a black backpack and bow slung across his shoulder. Other than that Hiccup could see no other weapons, but he wouldn't put it past him to have an armada of knives under his coat.

Jack glanced at the metal rods Hiccup had half in, half out of the pond. "Well, haven't you just been a busy bee."

"What do you want?" Hiccup growled, tightening his grip on his sword once again. Jack's attention turned back to Hiccup, and he was slightly surprised by how blue Jack's eyes were, even in the dark of night.

"An ally." Jack's hands had gone back to his sides, and Hiccup raised his sword again.

"Well, you're looking in the wrong place." Hiccup snapped.

Jack, however, just smiled. "No, I'm pretty sure I'm not."

This got Hiccup's attention (not that he didn't have it before). "Why would you even want me? Why not the girl from your district?" He asked, taking a small step towards the white haired teen. He couldn't understand how Jack could be so…so calm.

"I don't want to put myself with people like them." Jack's voice hardened ever so slightly. "And I think me and you are the ones who truly want to go home." He smiled faintly. "No money. No fame. Just home."

Hiccup faintly remembered from Jack's interview that he had a little sister. Emma, if he remembered right. She was the only family had left after his parents died, and he promised, right then and there with the whole country watching, to do anything to get back home. To get back to Emma.

"Okay, fine. But what makes you think you can trust me?" In all honesty, Hiccup wanted to hear him out, wanted to have an ally. Ever since he first saw him during the parade, he was just…drawn to him. Sure, he did have Toothless, but he wanted someone to talk to, to watch his back, to keep him _sane._ But he had learned in the first 5 seconds of being in the arena that you never place your trust in anyone. Even if it was the one thing you wanted.

"Honestly, nothing." Jack's smile grew bigger as he replied, and Hiccup couldn't help but blink.

Well, this was defiantly a first.

Hiccup's mind had torn in two. With only the small flickering fire to distract him, his mind has started its own battle. _Did he want an ally?_ Yes, of course. _Did Jack seem like a logical choice?_ Yes. Jack was a lot like him, or, at least, he hoped. _Did he necessarily trust Jack?_ No. How could he? They only just talked for the first time. _Could he trust Jack?_ Maybe. Maybe not.

Hiccup knew he was fine on his own, that he could support himself. He had Toothless now. He could defend himself, and Toothless could hunt for himself, and rescue Hiccup if anything _did_ go wrong. He was sure Jack was capable of finding food himself, but Hiccup was a loner, and he didn't necessarily like the fact that he had to drag somebody along with him, despite the fact that he really, truly wanted Jack as an ally.

Hiccup was torn from his thoughts by a loud sneeze coming from the cave.

Toothless had groggily opened his eyes, the acid green glowing faintly in the dark. He was now slowly blinking, looking at Hiccup like he wasn't really there. Then he noticed Jack.

The dragon's eyes suddenly widened, then narrowed to slits, and he launched himself at the district 4 tribute with a low growl in his throat.

"Whoa Toothless!" Hiccup ran in front of the dragon, holding up his hands. "Jack's a friend!" He couldn't help but cringe ever so slightly as he spoke those three words. Jack wasn't a friend, but at the same time he didn't want to see the white haired boy die.

This seemed to calm Toothless down somewhat, and he slowly sat on his haunches, still giving Jack a suspicious glare. But really, who could blame him? He had become fiercely protective of Hiccup in the short time he had known him, so naturally the Night Fury would freak.

"So, is this what's got the Capital all hyped up about you?" Jack was staring at the dragon in awe. He took a carful step forward, and held out his hand. Toothless stared at it, crinkled his nose and lifted up his lip to sow his teeth as he let out a low growl. Jack took a step back.

"No, I'm pretty sure it's the sarcasm and the fighting skills." No one had know Hiccup's little 'secret' except Astrid until he found Toothless. And even then, no tributes knew, and he was relying heavily upon that if he was ever attacked.

Jack smiled, and then it fell as he noticed Toothless' tail. "What happened?"

"I think it got torn off when he was shot down." Hiccup mumbled, now scratching the black dragon's neck in an effort to calm him down completely.

Jack's eyes widened in shock. "Shot down?"

Hiccup opened his mouth to answer, and then quickly snapped it shut. He's told Jack too much already. "You should go sleep." He said, quickly changing the subject. He didn't necessarily want Jack here, but even then he looked dead on his feet, and Hiccup, despite being in a fight to the death, still had some heart. "Toothless won't mind if you sleep in the cave." He gave Toothless the look, and then turned towards the pond to retrieve the now cooled rods, but not before shooting one last thing over his shoulder. "And this doesn't mean were allies!"

Jack just snickered.

oOo

Hiccup didn't know how late he stayed up working on the tail fin. But he could finally feel the last 2 day's taking his toll. He had slept very little the first night, only 2, maybe 3 hours. And today he had been up and about and working nonstop on the tail fin.

"Hey," Hiccup jumped as a hand landed on his shoulder, and he reached for his sword as his snapped his head back, green eyes meeting blue.

"Jack?"

"You look exhausted." Jack had a small smile on his lips, and his features were drawn out by the small flickering fire, making dark shadows while illuminating his face at the same time making him look, in a way, exotic. "Come on, why don't you go to sleep?"

"I-I'm fine." Hiccup swatted his hand away, bringing his hand back to his side and trying to fight back the blush that, for unknown reasons to Hiccup, was rising in his cheeks. "I just need to put this together." Hiccup gestured to the different parts of the tail fin lying on the ground next to him, dragging his eyes away from Jacks.

"You can put it together tomorrow." Jack's hand retreated back to his side, and his eyes locked with Hiccup's again. He seemed determined to not look away. "Now go sleep, I can keep watch."

The idea of curling up next to a warm dragon _was_ tempting to Hiccup, but he wanted so badly to finish his project. That way he wouldn't have to worry about it the next day, and he could probably properly ride Toothless, and finally be able to scout out the arena. That and he didn't really trust Jack, but the temptation of sleep seemed too good to resist. But still-

"I'm not going to kill you." Hiccup was pulled out of his thoughts by Jack's voice. He could hear the truth behind it, and the concern he had for him laced in.

"Yeah, but-"

"Hiccup, please." Jack cut him off. "You look dead on your feet, and I want you to be well rested for tomorrow, because we both know things aren't going to be easy tomorrow."

Hiccup decided right then and there he would place his trust in the older teen, even if it was only for the night. "…Okay."

Jack's gaze softened and he breathed a sigh of relief. "And here I thought I was stubborn."

"It runs in the family." Hiccup let a small smile cross his lips, then shook his head and took off at a fast walk to the cave where Toothless was waiting, tail wagging and grin in place.

Maybe it wouldn't hurt to keep Jack around for awhile.

oOo

Hiccup smiled as he held up the finished tail fin. It wasn't his best work, but with was done pretty damn well considering the little materials he had.

"See, now aren't you glad I made you sleep?" Jack smiled too as he came up behind Hiccup, crouching down next to the rock he was seated on.

True to his words, Jack hadn't murdered Hiccup in his sleep. Instead he let the auburn haired teen sleep in. Well, as much as you can when you're in a fight to the death on national television, and when he woke, shoved a chunk of cooked fish and his water bottle at him.

Hiccup scoffed, and then called to Toothless, who was rolling around in a freshly discovered patch of dragon nip on the edge of the cove.

When Toothless finally ambled over (after much calling and threatening and laughing from Jack), Hiccup couldn't keep the dragon still long enough to attach the tail fin. Finally, with a heated sight, he just pounced on the dragon's tail, once again ignoring Jack's laughter.

When he finally did get the stupid thing on, Toothless (who was rather excited) decided to take off, and Hiccup had to cling to his tail with one arm as he held the tail fin open with the other in an effort not to plunge to their death. Eventually the two crashed, and Jack ran to the pond to held Hiccup out, all the while trying, and failing, to contain his laughter (Hiccup was starting to regret his decisions from last night).

Jack then suggested that they tie some of the left over wire to the fin so that Hiccup could keep it open as he rode properly, and hopefully steer. Hiccup agreed, having no ideas of his own, and that soon ended up in crashing as well.

Hiccup (who had just about given up) was trying to sketch new ideas out in the sand with the tip of his dagger when the loud, frightful bang of the cannon went off. He, Jack and Toothless all jumped, and then Hiccup quickly did the math in his head.

They were down to 11 now.

Hiccup's eyes then went wide as an idea popped into his muddled brain. "That's it!"

"What's it?" Jack turned to look at Hiccup, abandoning Toothless as he went over to the teen. Toothless, not wanting to be left out followed.

Hiccup started eagerly sketching a design in the sand while explaining to Jack how he would forge another rod that would be a connecting rod which he would rig up to the tail fin and a pedal/switch like device. The 'switch' would be used to change to position of the tail fin while keeping it open, and all he had to do was make a little twitch in his foot to change it. Of course, he would need a saddle, or else the device wouldn't stay attached.

"Do you really think you can make something that complex?" Jack looked up at Hiccup when he finished, a mixed look of worry and admiration on his face. This 15 year old was a lot smarter than he had first thought. "This isn't like the tail fin Hic."

"I can damn well try Jack."

**A/N: **
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	4. The Alliance

Hiccup was going to have a lot more difficulty with the device than he had originally thought.

He had enough metal for the connecter rod and some of the larger pieces, but he would need to pick up another shield for the smaller ones. He could easily find the small piece of wood he needed (they were in a forest for god's sake), but the real trouble lied in the saddle.

He didn't have enough leather left, and the extra coat he had was too flimsy. Toothless' scales would tear through it in a heartbeat. And even if he did find something strong enough, he didn't have anything to keep it together. He supposed he could find some vines, but those would eventually tear apart, where thread could stay intact.

"Are you sure there's nothing in the Cornucopia?" Jack had finally asked when the trio was out scouting the surrounding woods by the cove. They had spent the rest of the day at the cove, Toothless bounding about while Hiccup set about patching Jack up. The older teen had never gotten the chance to, and a lot of his cuts weren't looking all that great. "People tend to leave some pretty valuable stuff behind."

Hiccup shook his head, wrinkling his nose as a stray leaf flew by. "It's all just weapons." He then looked up, a scowl on his lips. "Now would be a really good time to send me something, you freaking useless sponsors!"

"I don't really think that's going to work Hic." Jack chuckled, ignoring Hiccup's glare at the use of the nick name. Jack wasn't entirely sure how it happened; it just sorta slipped out this morning, and now he's been using it ever since.

Hiccup looked like he wanted to argue, but with the smug look on the white haired teen's face he decided against it. He had other things to focus on, and entertaining one Jackson Overland was not one of them. He only bothered to look back when Jack mumbled something that sounded a lot like the Careers under his breath.

"Yeah, what about them?" Hiccup asked, batting a branch out of the way. The branch had different ideas, and snapped back as whapped him on his cheek. "Gah! Son of a-"

"Just come with me." Jack cut him off, then taking hold of his wrist, yanked him in the opposite direction. Hiccup yelped in surprise, but he didn't bother to yank his wrist free. Jack genuinely seemed like he wanted to help, and at his point Hiccup would take all the help he could get.

Toothless blinked, and then bounded after the two.

oOo

"You found their camp!" Hiccup peered out from the brush they were hiding in, watching the scene below them with slight surprise.

"Well it's not exactly in the most concealed spot." Jack grumbled, sneezing as Toothless' tail knocked some leaves off the pile and onto his nose. He glared, but the ebony dragon didn't seem to notice.

The food and backpacks were hanging from the trees circling the clearing, and all the weapons they didn't have on them were scattered about haphazardly, and the two tributes hiding in the brush were a little surprised one hadn't been stepped on yet. Hiccup could see a cluster of sleeping bag's gathered around a small fire, as well as most of the Careers. Eating, probably, which, Hiccup thought dully, didn't sound like a bad idea. Despite having an abundance of fish, he hadn't eaten a whole lot these past few days.

"Look over there." Hiccup followed Jack's gaze, blinking in mild surprise at the perfectly square piece of leather hanging from one of the tree branches. "They've just been using in for a pillow of sorts, but you can put it to better use than that."

Hiccup wasn't going to question how Jack knew that.

"How are we supposed to get it?" He asked quietly. Even though he was ecstatic at finding the leather, he didn't want to get his hopes up, because at this point, it doesn't look like they have that high of a chance of getting it.

"I haven't really-" Jack was cut off by rustling sounds coming from behind them.

Both Hiccup and Jack drew their swords partway as they whipped around. No one was there. Not even Toothless was there.

"Toothless?" Hiccup called the dragon's name, cocking his head ever so slightly. "I don't-he was right there."

Jack could only offer a shrug.

"I-oh for the love of Thor." Jack and Hiccup had turned back towards the camp and Hiccup had slapped a hand to his forehead, closing his eyes as he let out a loud groan. A black dragon head was poking out of the trees, eyes darting around as he inched closer to the prized leather.

"He really is something else." Jack let out a low whistle as Toothless snagged the leather off the tree branch with a quite hiss before disappearing back into the trees. He reappeared just as quickly, bounding up to the two tributes, tail wagging happily.

"Thanks bud." Hiccup gently took Toothless' prize from his mouth, and after shoving it in his backpack a scream he recognized all too well ripped through the trees.

"And that would be our cue." Hiccup then hopped onto Toothless' back, holding out his hand to Jack. This alliance was permanent now, whether he wanted it or not.

"Are you sure its…safe?" Jack looked at Toothless with uncertainty, and Hiccup couldn't help but roll his eyes.

"I'm not dead yet, am I?" Without waiting for an answer Hiccup yanked Jack onto Toothless and once he was sure he was secure behind him he spurred Toothless on. Just as the dragon's tail disappeared into the brush, Dagur burst through the trees. Toothless himself ran through the trees with amazing speed, dodging and leaping over everything that crossed their path. However, instead of going back to the cove, Toothless brought them to the Cornucopia.

"What are we doing here?" Jack looked at Hiccup, reluctantly loosening his death grip on him as he jumped of Toothless (what? That dragon moved fast). In response the younger teen held up a shield.

oOo

As soon as they got back to camp, Hiccup wasted no time in getting to work.

Jack had to settle with playing around with Toothless, since Hiccup refused to pay attention to both human and dragon. Surprisingly, Toothless ran out of energy first after a few hours of goofing off, and as Jack couldn't move or wake the dragon, he ventured back over to Hiccup with food and water, who was now working on the saddle.

Dusk had fallen, and the firelight flickered around Hiccup as he silently cut up and laid out the leather. Jack sat on a log he had rolled over a couple days ago, and Hiccup didn't acknowledge the older teen until he spoke. "Don't you think you should eat?"

Hiccup had completely forgotten about his earlier hunger, and now that he had broken his concentration it all came rushing back rather quickly. His stomach growled rather loudly, answering the question for him.

Jack rolled his eyes. "Here." He threw the package of dried fruit and the water at Hiccup, who easily caught them. Hiccup wasted no time in ripping open the package, and one half the bag was gone and he drank most of the water did he finally speak.

"So, I guess this alliance is permanent now, huh?" he gave Jack a small smile.

Jack scoffed. "I was never going away even if you dragged me kicking and screaming."

Hiccup couldn't help the laugh that escaped. "I figured."

Jack grinned, jumping as a clang rang out in the cove. Both Jack and Hiccup jumped to their feet, but when the noticed a silver capsule nestled in the rocks and the snoring of Toothless didn't stop, they relaxed.

"Guess those sponsors aren't that useless, now are they?" Jack teased as Hiccup ventured over to retrieve the capsule. Hiccup paid him no mind, letting out a sigh of relief as he opened the little container.

"Whad'cha get?" Jack asked, blinking when Hiccup held up a needle and a spool of thread. "For the saddle?"

"For the saddle." Hiccup confirmed, heading back over to finish his work. Jack followed, and Hiccup couldn't help but smile. It may have only been a few days, but Jack was starting to grow on him.

He wasn't sure if that was a good thing or a bad thing.
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	5. The Flight
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"So, should we take him for a test drive?" Hiccup grinned that stupid grin of his as he looked back at Jack, who was staring at Toothless with wide eyes. The dragon was happily bounding around the cove with his shiny new saddle, waiting for Hiccup to jump on.

The dragon, after all, couldn't fly without him.

"You can." Jack said, taking a small step back. "I'll stay here and hold down the fort." Since their alliance was permanent now, Jack figured he could stay here without Hiccup getting suspicious of him…

…he hoped.

"Oh, come on." Okay, so apparently not. "You're not scared of heights, are you?" When Jack didn't say anything Hiccup blinked in surprise. "Oh my gods you are."

He then proceeded to laugh.

"It's not funny!" Jack snapped. "And it's not heights, it's falling from high places!" He would have smacked him if Hiccup's laugh didn't sound so nice.

…Wait what?

"Actually it kinda is." Hiccup took a breath to calm his laughter, and after a few more giggles he was done. "Well, either way you're still coming."

"What?!" Jack screeched a little louder that he meant to (and in a much higher pitch) as he quickly drew back his hand when Hiccup reached out to grab it. Hiccup raised an eyebrow, and Jack cleared his throat. "Why?"

"Because if you're gonna stick with me, we've got to get you over your fear." Hiccup replied, reaching for his wrist anyway.

Well, he trusted him, so Jack supposed that was a plus.

The white haired male scowled, but once Hiccup's hand touched his skin he stopped struggled, intent to focus on the warmth coming from his hand.

He had fallen harder than he thought.

_When Jack had first noticed the boy from district 7 he hadn't thought much of it. He was small, scrawny, and probably wouldn't last very long in the arena. _

_Of course, he felt a twinge of pity when he saw him walk up to the stage, pale as snow and shaking like he had the flu, but he pushed it away rather quickly. He had a promise to keep, after all._

_He only really started to think of the boy when the female tribute from his district, Clare, sniggered and laughed about him once the video was over. He knew he shouldn't get angry, this was the point of the game after all, but he couldn't help but scowl as he stood and swiftly walked to his room. _

_He was starting to feel pity for him, maybe because he looked a little like his sister, Emma, but whatever the reason it needed to go away now. _

_He was not going to get dragged down by this._

Jack was now seated on the saddle behind Hiccup, shifting around as he looked at the dragon nervously. "You're not gonna push me off, are you?"

"I'm trying to get you over your fear, not make it worse." Instead of smirking he gave a genuine smile. "Just hang on to my waist and you'll be fine."

Jack huffed as he wrapped his arms around Hiccup's waist. Once he was done shifting and had a tight grip he gave Hiccup the a-okay. Then that smile turned into a grin, and once he gave Toothless the go ahead (Jack had no idea how he managed to sit there for that long) they shot straight up in an insane burst of speed.

_The second time Jack noticed the boy from district 7, it had been when he first arrived in the capital. _

_It had only been for a moment, as they were separated by millions of people, but Jack had to do a double take. _

_He looked so much more…confident. _

_His walk wasn't as hesitant, he wasn't so much as twitching, he wasn't as pale as before, and Jack would have almost thought that he wasn't the same person he saw on the reaping's if it went for his eyes. _

_They were full of panic, desperation, sadness…they held everything but happiness. And Jack decided right then and there that he needed to learn his name. _

_He just wished he had been paying more attention to the reaping's. _

Hiccup had figured out the controls rather quickly, and after a few loop the loops (Jack really did smack him this time) they had decided to just glide along. Jack had long since let go of Hiccup's waist and was now leaning back, staring up at the sky, well, fake sky.

"Not so bad is it?" Hiccup asked, looking back at him with a smirk.

"It's not heights!" Jack snapped. "I just-"

"Wanna talk about it?" Hiccup asked quietly once Jack lapsed into silence.

Jack locked eyes with Hiccups. Those emerald eyes he had been sneaking glances at for the past three weeks stared right back at him, and Jack took a deep breath. He supposed he should get it out now, and just pray the cameras weren't on them.

"A few years ago me and my sister went ice skating. She wanted to learn really badly, and she had just turned 6, so I thought why not? She was old enough now, and the ice was thick enough by then, but I guess I was wrong. It just starting cracking, and after I got Emma off I fell though. They pulled me out, but I-I didn't wake up for so long, and I-"

He hadn't even noticed Toothless had landed until Hiccup gave his shoulder a gentle squeeze. "We don't have to fly back if you don't want to."

"No. It's-I love flying, but-" Jack paused, not exactly sure how to phrase it.

"Well, you trust me, right?" Hiccup asked, and when Jack nodded he continued. "Then you can trust Toothless."

Hiccup had hit the nail right on the head, and Jack couldn't help but return the smile. "Thanks."

_The third time he saw the boy from district 7 was when they were waiting for the parade to start. He saw him at the far end of the stables, talking to his trainer. He didn't look pissed, but he didn't look sad either._

…_Agitated, perhaps?_

_He heard a few words exchanged between to two, one of which was a loud and exasperated sounding 'Hiccup'. _

_Hiccup? Was that his name? If so, then Jack couldn't help but think how fitting it was. _

_A few seconds later he was ushered onto his chariot, and he shot one last glace at the boy, Hiccup, before he was pulled out into the crowd. _

_And ever since he had been casting little glances, trying to lean everything he could about this petite boy who new so much more than he was letting on. He wanted this boy for his ally, and if he just so happened to start to fall for him along the way, then…._

"Well, we should probably be getting back." Hiccup stood from the patch of grass they had migrated to, stretching his arms above his head. "Make sure everything's still there."

"I thought you wanted to scout out the area?" Jack teased, slowly getting to his feet.

"I can do that later." Hiccup replied. "Now that I know the thing actually works, I don't have to worry about crashing."

Jack was about to say something, but before he could get another word out the cannon went off 4 times, causing them both to jump. They both whipped around when they heard crashing in the trees, eyes going wide when a face neither wanted to see emerged.

"Looks like I finally found you."
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End file.
